





CHARLES BEECHER.

St. Paul told the early Christians that though
they should have ten thousand tutors in Christ, yet
had they not many fathers. This church has had
many ministers, yet, in the last fifty years, it has had
only one father. Other ministers have not been for-
gotten, but their work seems temporary compared
with the profound and permanent influence exerted
by the personality and teaching of Charles Beecher.
When I was here the people spoke of him most often
and lovingly, not as a former pastor, but as one who
in a peculiar sense still belonged to them. Whenever
he returned you decorated your church and welcomed
him as a father. He had guided many of you into
the faith, you had him baptize your children, and
pray with you over your dead. "When his birthday
came round young and old remembered it with filial
delight. I had to think of him always as my senior
pastor; and as such he was an ideal one. He never
intruded his opinions, never expressed a criticism or a
doubt, but was always ready to encourage, advise,
and assist, while he never failed to say an apprecia-
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tive word. Had he been my own father, and su-
premely interested in my success, he could not have
been more sympathetic and helpful.

It would be undesirable, were it possible, at this
time to review adequately his work or portray his
character. There is so much in a true life which
evades description. Still, as we say farewell to him
- as a living man among us, and for the last time
together give him our whole thought, it is well to con-
sider some of the elements of strength and goodness
in his life and character to the end that we may make
more clear and permanent their influence on our-
selves. :

. It is impossibie to think of Charles Beecher apart

from that noble family in whose remarkable traits he
shared. Born with such an inheritance, and reared
in that home of high thinking, he was introduced to
a large world, and taught to give his thoughts and
efforts seriously to things of real importance. While
he did not rival in theological acumen Dr. Edward,

nor in popular address, Henry Ward, nor in dramatic

power, Harriet, nor in organizing talent, Thomas K.,

he excelled them in breadth of scholarship, in philo-

sophic understanding, in exquisite literary style, and
in poetic and spiritual insight. Those who were able
to appreciate these powers will always remember him
as a great man among great men.

As a scholar, he never lost his love of learning.
In early life he became, under the guidance of the
poet Longfellow, a linguist of remarkable attain-
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were the symbolical expressions of great spiritual
truths. Onehad to appreciate this faculty to under-

stand fully his teaching, for it gave color to his
' theology, while imparting to his preaching that ex-
quisite literary charm in which people of culture took
such delight. His views of the sorrow of God and of
pre-existence were of this nature. Behind them, to
those who could interpret rightly, were great and
vital truths. Plato taught pre-existence and re-
counted myths, but with the spiritual insight of a
true poet. As truth is more vital than facts, poetry
is more instructive than dogmatics. Mr. Beecher
was a teacher in this higher realm.

Akinto this was his thoroughly human spirit.
The whole world lay near his heart. In every realm
of life he found his kindred. This enabled him to
enrich his sermons so naturally by vivid illustrations
from all fields of life. He gleaned in the great field
of human thought, and cultivated with equal delight
the little field of his private garden. The flower was
to him more than stem and petals, it had a person-
ality and a message. The past lived over for him its
passionate life, and the future unfolded its visions.
In the world of men all were brothers. He could
converse with the philosopher and become a com-
panion to the slave boy with equal ease. He could
pray with the saint and be the friend of the drunkard
in his poverty. There was no cause too great to be
aided by his counsel, and no heart too simple to re-
ceive his love. It was this which made him so large,
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tender, and personal in his sympathy. It made the
most inferior love him for he was in spirit the kin-
dred of all.

We cannot understand Mr. Beecher without
thinking of his power of music. Music, men tell us,
is the language of the Universe—the language in
which agll great and interpretive thinkers must ex-
press their ideas. It is also the language of the
heart. Mr Beecher lived in the whole compass of
music. From the simplest folk song or child melody
to the symphonies which interpret the universal
order, the great movements of humanity or the un-
spoken tragedies of the soul, all were familiar to him.
‘When I knew him his lyre was mute, but within he
harkened to a music which no earthly instrument
ever made, and he often said that his poor deaf ears
would soon hear the music of the new Jerusalem.
But many of you can remember that he spent delight-
ful hours in his home and in the church playing on
the old violin, which, perhaps now in the hands of
one to whom he gave something of his own rich na-
ture, is pouring out its sweet melody in her distant
home. All this helpedto give harmony to his charac-
ter and richness and beauty to his thought.

He was a man of rare mirth. With what quick-
ness and sympathy he saw whatever was ludicrous.
‘What delightful stories he would tell. How his face
would light up at some rich joke. There was always
something in life, except in its most serious moments,
something on which his fancy could play and lend
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and then went over the pleasures and dreams of his
school-day life. So he passed quietly back to the
heaven that lay about him in his infancy, until his
renewed child heart took its place in the kingdom of
his Father. There is an especial appropriateness in
that poem which he so loved, with its setting of the
sea and the twilight and the evening star and the
vesper bells calling to worship, and the harbor bar
still in the full evening tide.
‘“‘Sunset and evening star,
And one clear call for me,

And may there be no moaning of the bar
When I pud out to sea.

But such a tide as moving seems asleep,
Too fast for sound and foam,

‘When that which drew from out the boundless deep
Turns again home.

Twilight and evening bell,
And after that the dark;

And may there be no sadness of farewell
‘When I embark.

For tho’ from out our bounds of Time and place
The flood may bear me far,

I hope to see my Pilot face to face,
When I have crost the bar.

The evening came and the star shone and the
moaning bar became quiet and he passed out on its
full tide to meet his pilot, to exchange the temporal
for the eternal, the trials and struggles of earth for
the peace and glory of heaven. Let there be mno
moaning of farewell today. He has gone home. e
has been lifted up from the Patmos of his vision into






